CHAPTER SIX
city of St. John of Acre from the motor-
JL track along the crescent of golden beach from
Haifa, looks like an ogre's castle in fairy-land. The
yellow curtain-walls jut from the sea, and over the
crenels of the battlements a confused jumble of roofs,
towers, minarets and steeples thrust their battered,
blinded faces. Except in size, for to-day it is far smaller
than once it was, you get much the same view of Acre
that Richard Lion-heart and his dear little lady, Beren-
garia of Navarre, had seven hundred and fifty years
ago.
We splashed across the Kishon's outfall, with our
wheels in about six inches of water, and thence we
sped along the sloping beach, our left-side wheels not
three feet from the Mediterranean ripples; low sand-
dunes lay on our right, until we crossed a concrete
bridge over another river, the Belus, and struck a
metalled road once again. After passing beside a
palm-grove we rolled through a grim gate with a
double-right-angle turn beneath its gloomy vaulting,
commanded by loopholes and arrow-slits, into a shady
street in the city's market.
Arabs were sitting about on little, low, rush-
bottomed stools, clad iu flowing garments, gravely
sucking the long tubes of gurgling water-pipes, or
sipping tiny bowls of coffee, and talking quietly amongst
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